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Hal on the Outpost 


OR, 


With the Army Above Doomed Santiago . 


By DOUGLAS WELLS. 


CHAPTER I. 


A STRANGE DISCOVERY. 

the world is the 


“Juan! What in 
meaning.of this?” 

The speaker was Lieutenant Hal May¬ 
nard, of General Lawton’s command. He 
was bending over a fresh traiLwhich had 
happened to catch his eye. 

The person to whom he was calling, 
his friend, Captain Juan Ramirez, of the 
Cuban army, came running up to join 
him. He bent down to examine the 
earth, and a moment later gave an excla¬ 
mation indicative of surprise quite as 
great as his friend’s. 

The two officers were engaged upon 
scout duty in front of the American forces 


which consisted of about a dozen men, 
was a larger body of Spaniards who were 
making a feeble resistance to the advance. 
They were still firing, though retreating 
slowly, and consequently the two officers 
were in a rather exposed position at that 
moment. 

But they were so absorbed in the dis¬ 
covery which Hal had just made that 
they seemed not to notice that. 

There was a narrow trail, or footpath, 
apparently leading from the city of San¬ 
tiago. A rain during the night had made 
it soft and muddy, and what tracks there 
were in it could be plainly seen. 

There were a number of footsteps 
visible, and it was evident that a con¬ 


siderable body of men had passed there 
in front of Santiago. Lawton’s brigade quite recently. 

had set out early that morning to advance But what had caused the surprise of 
a little farther upon their task of encir- the two was one of the footsteps. It was 
cling the besieged city. * . smaller, in fact almost ridiculously smalj 

Just in front of the little scouting party? in comparison with the others. 

No. 26-of True Blue is entitled “ Wolves of the Navy >*or, Clif Faraday’s Search for a Traitor.” 








2 


STARRY FLAG. 


“It’s a woman’s,” Juan cried. 

“It is, indeed,” his friend answered, 
“and what is more, you can see by the 
heel that she wore some kind of an even¬ 
ing slipper.” 

“And she’s lost one of them!” the 
Cuban added, eagerly. “See, here is the 
print of a stocking foot!” 

That was a decidedly strange discovery 
under such circumstances, and it was not 
to be wondered that the two young men 
had their curiosity aroused. 

In fact they almost forgot their com¬ 
mand and the dangers of their situation. 
But half a minute later they were re¬ 
minded of that in a very startling way. 
A bullet whistled through Hal Maynard’s 
cap. 

He looked about him then with a 
laughing exclamation, and the two 
sprang back into the shelter of a thicket. 
But Hal’s interest in his discovery was 
not in the least abated by that interrup¬ 
tion. 

“I’m going to try to find out what that 
means,” he muttered. 

“You’d better wait till those Spanish 
sharpshooters take another run,” laughed 
his friend. “Otherwise you’ll come to 
grief before you get very far.” 

Hal called out to his men to halt there 
and wait for the main body to draw near. 
After a few minutes more of skirmishing 
with the Spaniards the firing ceased and 
Hal ventured out upon the trail once 
more. 

This time he was not molested, though 
it was doubtful if he would have stopped 
even had he been fired on. Juan Ramirez’ 
was disposed to rally him upon his inter¬ 


est in the owner of those small slippers; 
but it was plain to be seen that Juan was 
quite as much interested as his friend. 

The two had not the least difficulty in 
pursuing their investigations, for the 
woman, whoever she was, had kept 
steadily to the path. 

“She must have passed here this morn¬ 
ing, since the rain,” said Hal. “What in 
the world do you suppose can be the 
matter?” 

“Probably some refugee,” suggested 
Juan. 

“But why does she wear a high-heeled 
slipper?” demanded the other. “And 
why does she leave one behind her?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know,” the Cuban 
responded, with a smile. “I’m not as 
familiar with the habits of the sex as 
you. Perhaps if we keep following the 
trail the wrong way we may have a 
chance to ask her. ” 

Hal was about to make some response 
to those bantering observations. But just 
then they -happened upon a discovery 
which drove the intention out of his 
mind. 

His questions were answered in a most 
unexpected way. 

From Juan’s remark it may be iuferred 
that the two had been following the trail 
toward the city, and so in a direction op¬ 
posite to that taken by the owner of the 
mysterious slipper. 

And suddenly when they had reached 
a point about a hundred yards distant 
they happened upon a startling object. 

“The other slipper!” they cried in one 

forward toward the ob- 


breath. 

They spran: 

A Cuban’s Sufferings Appeal to Vic’s Generous Heart 
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ject. Sure enough, they found that it 
was what they sought. 

“And it’s an evening slipper, #ist as I 
said!” cried Hal. “It’s stuck in the 
mud.” 

But that was by far the least important 
part of the discovery the two were des¬ 
tined to make, as they found an instant 
later. / 

“Look at the tracks about here!” cried 
Juan. “See, the ground is all torn up.” 

“And by her footsteps and those of 
some men,” added the other, excitedly. 
“It’s plain what that means.” 

It meant that there had been a strug¬ 
gle; the theory was verified more and 
more by every moment’s investigation. 
Of course it put an end to the “refugee” 
idea; it set a fine mystery before the two 
officers. 

They found that the footsteps con¬ 
tinued onward. And so it was plain that 
some men had been dragging the woman 
against her will out of the city. 

“But why in the world should Span¬ 
iards be doing that?” cried Hal,* in great 
surprise. “Why?” 

“Spaniards didn’t do it,” muttered 
Juan ; “at least that won’t be my guess.” 

“Then who could have?” Hal de¬ 
manded. “You don’t think-•” 

He hesitated, for he did not like to say 
what was in his mind for fear of wound¬ 
ing his friend. But Juan had no such 
scruples. 

“Yes,” he exclaimed, “I do think just 
that. It’s some rascals belonging to the 
Cuban army.” 

As it subsequently proved, the two 
were mistaken in their hasty supposition. 


But the theory served them for the 
present, and led them to a quick decision. 

It was that that mystery ought to be 
looked into without an instant’s delay. 

“It hasn’t been two hours since the 
rain,” said Juan, “and that party could 
be overtaken in short order.” 

Hal would have undertaken the duty 
then and there, for it just suited his gal¬ 
lant and adventurous nature. But unfor¬ 
tunately he had orders to obey. 

And so he merely put the slipper in his 
pocket and accompanied his friend back 
to the halting place of the men. 

They said nothing to any one about 
their discovery ; they waited impatiently 
for about half an hour, when they were 
apprised by a tramping sound behind 
them that the advance guard of Lawton’s 
division was arriving. 

Hal immediately arose and prepared to 
go to the rear and report. He and Juan 
had said nothing, but the latter under¬ 
stood what his friend was going to do. 

And so he was not in the least sur¬ 
prised when the young lieutenant, upon 
returning, remarked: 

“I fixed it. ” ^ 

“We’re going, then?” inquired the 
Cuban. 

“Yes,” answered Hal, “I managed to 
get twenty-four hours’ leave of [absence. 
Let’s be quick !” 

And so it happened that the two 
friends, mounted upon horseback, left 
the temporary camp five minutes later 
and rode swiftly down the narrow trail to 
the rescue of the owner of that lost 
slipper. 


There Was Something Unusual Found in Locket by the Cadets. 
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CHAPTER II. 

TRAPPED BY THE ENEMY. 

The two officers were destined to meet 
with some rather startling adventures 
during the next few hours. But as they 
set out upon their journey they felt equal 
to anything that might come. 

And they set their horses at a brisk 
gallop. For they knew that those they 
sought could not be a good way distant. 

They had not the least difficulty in fol¬ 
lowing the trail, for the footprints of the 
party could be plainly seen. By a rough 
calculation Hal made out that it con¬ 
sisted of about a dozen men. 

For perhaps five miles the two rode on 
without incident of any kind. Then the 
trail was interrupted in an unxpected 
way. 

The party had evidently had horses 
hidden in the thicket. The place could 
be seen where the animals had been tied. 
And where the men had mounted and 
ridden on down the path. 

The footprints of the slipper could 
then of course be seen no longer; but it 
was easy to follow the^ horses, and so the 
two delayed not a moment. 

“We must travel all the faster now,” 
muttered Hal. 

After that there was another long gal- 
lop, lasting over an hour; it carried the 
two to the end of the path. The party in 
front had turned off to the right and gone 
through the dense thicket. 

After that the pursuers were compelled 
to go more slowly ; they could not gallop 
at full speed, and they soon had cause to 
be glad of it. 

For they had 


about them and at the trail they were 
following. And it was not long before 
the Cuban’s sharp eyes noticed an im¬ 
portant fact. 

He chanced to glance at a footprint of 
one of the horses, deep in some soft mud. 
He stopped and pointed with a startled 
exclamation. 

Hal understood at once. 

“They can’t be a hundred yards in 
front!” he cried. 

There was a little pool of water close 
to the footprint, and water was slowly 
trickling into the latter. It was then not 
half filled. 

And so it was plain that a horse had 
trod there a very few minutes before. 

Juan Ramirez wasted no time in hesi¬ 
tating over that important discovery. He 
slid down from his horse and after signal¬ 
ing to Hal to remain there in silence, he 
darted on ahead. ^ 

Hal let him go alone, not becatise he 
was not anxious to share in the danger, 
but because he knew that the young 
Cuban was twice as good a woodsman as 
he, and could steal through the thicket 
as silently as an Indian. 

~ And so the lieutenant merely drew his 
horse to one side and got his revolver 
ready in case of danger. 

He did not think that he would be 
kept waiting long. And in this he was 
not mistaken. 

Scarcely five minutes passed before 
Juan came running back. 

Hal could see that his eyes were danc¬ 
ing with excitement. 

“What is it?” Hal cried. 

“I saw them,” panted Juan. 


more chance to gaze 
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“You did !” 

“Yes. And, thank Heavens, we were 
wrong after all.*’ 

“Wrong ?” 

“Yes. I mean they’re not Cubans.” 

“What! Who are they?” 

“Spaniards!” 

Hal gave an exclamation of incredulity. 

“But it’s true,” insisted Juan. They’re 
guerillas! I’m sure of it.” 

“And how about the girl?” 

“She’s there,” was the breathless an¬ 
swer. “She’s a young girl—a beauty, 
too-” 

“But what in the world are those 
men-” 

“They must have kidnaped her. I 
counted fourteen of them, and as tough¬ 
looking scoundrels as you could wish for. 
They’re still riding on fast, so they must 
be taking her to some sort of a hiding- 
place. ” 

That was indeed interesting news 
which Juan had brought. The two found 
it of sufficient importance to justify them 
in dismounting and holding a council of 
war. 

“We must make up our minds quick¬ 
ly,” said Hal. “It was unwise of us to 
undertake this alone, I fear. But now 
shall we ride back for help or shall 
we-” 

“If we delay that long they will escape 
us,” was the impetuous Cuban’s prompt 
rejoinder. “It’s our duty to follow them 
at once!” 

What their duty was rather was uncer¬ 
tain. But there was noydoubt in the world 
as to what their pleasure was. And the 

A Powder Train Set Afire 


latter consideration carried the day„ 
Juan’s suggestion was adopted. 

“We’ll try it,” said Hal, “though 
Heaven only knows what we two can do 
when we do catch up with them.” 

“Heaven knows, and Heaven will no 
doubt let us know,” was Juan’s abrupt 
response. 

Without another word the two tethered 
their horses in a dense spot of the thicket. 
And then they set out on a dead run on 
the trail of the party. 

Hal let his friend take the lead, for 
Juan would know exactly how far ahead 
to look for the men they were following. 

It was not very long before he slowed 
down into a dog trot and then into a 
walk. He began stealing along with the 
utmost caution, stopping at every turn 
and peering cautiously ahead. 

It was not long before he got some sign 
of the Spaniards. He suddenly held up 
his hand for silence, and Hal, listening 
intently, could hear the tramping of 
horses. 

'Once more the stealthy advance began. 
The two could not fail to realize that it 
was a perilous task they were under¬ 
taking, and their hearts thumped wildly 
as they crept on. 

It was well for them that they went in 
silence. As it was they were within an 
ace of being discovered, and only the 
density of the thicket saved them. 

For the party had stopped; and their 
two pursuers, hearing nothing, came on 
until they were almost upon them. 

Juan’s quick ear suddenly caught the 
sound of a voice. He dropped instantly 
into the underbrush. The two by creep- 

Exposes Clif to His Foes. 
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ing on in silence for a few yards more 
could plainly see the whole party. 

They were standing in a group con¬ 
versing in whispers. Two'of them were 
near by mounting guard over their un¬ 
fortunate captive. 

Hal found that Juan’s description of 
the whole party was very accurate. The 
Spanish guerillas, for such they appeared 
to be, were most villaiftous-looking cus¬ 
tomers. And the girl would have been 
noticed among a thousand for her beauty. 

- It shone all the more in the strange 
situation in which the two young officers 
found her. And her costume was an 
extraordinary one for such a place, a 
white evening dress that had evidently 
been handsome, though it was now torn 
and stained with mud. 

Upon this interesting scene Hal and 
Juan had at least five minutes to gaze. 
They were not a hundred feet from the 
group of men, who apparently had no 
suspicions. 

But the two were keenly alive to the 
danger none the less. And it was not 
without a sigh of relief that they saw the 
party make a move once more. 

But when they moved they did not 
mount their horses again. Hal, who was 
watching like a cat, did not fail to note 
that important circumstance. 

He nudged Juan. 

“Their hiding-place is pretty near 
now,” he whispered. 

There was another circumstance the 
pair observed, though they did not attach 
much importance to it then. It was that 
six of the men, lagging a trifle behind 


the others, disappeared in the thicket in 
a different direction. 

Meanwhile the girl and the main body 
of her captors had taken their horses by 
the bridles and gone on. In a few seconds 
Hal and Juan were once more alone. 

The situation of the two just then was 
such that they had to act instantly. 
They held a whispered consultation last¬ 
ing about ten seconds, and the result of 
it was that once more Juan Ramirez 
glided out to follow the party to their 
hiding-place. 

"Pll allow you five minutes,” said 
Hal, calmly. “Then I’ll set out to fol¬ 
low.” 

And so Juan disappeared. The lieu¬ 
tenant took out his watch and waited. 

Every second seemed almost a minute, 
so anxious was i lie.' And yet he had 
strength of will enough to restrain him¬ 
self until the time limit had expired. 

Juan did not return, and so his friend 
got up, and gripping his revolver, set out 
through the thicket. He did not feel 
worried about Juan, merely concluding 
that the guerillas had gone farther than 
they had thought. 

“I won’t spoil his plans by making 
any noise,” thought Hal. 

And it was well that he was cautious. 
His silence proved most fortunate for 
him. 

Hal had not gone a hundred yards be¬ 
fore he fairly stumbled upon a sight 
which almost took his breath away. It 
was so startling and so completely unex¬ 
pected ! 

In a little clearing in the thicket lay 
Juan, flat upon his back, a Spanish officer 


Bushes Caunot Fly, but Clif Saw Them Moving at Him. 
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standing over him and gazing down at 
him with a triumphant laugh. 

For a moment Hal was paralyzed, for 
he thought that Juan was dead. But then 
he saw that the Cubau was merely bound 
hand and foot. 

The Spaniard was one of the six 
guerillas they had seen separate from the 
rest. Hal comprehending the situation at 
once, knew that the man must have 
taken Juan by surprise and “held him 
up. ” 

“I think it’ll be a chance to turn the 
tables,” chuckled Hal. 

Fortunately the Spaniard had not 
heard the American’s stealthy approach. 
He was in a fine situation to be taken by 
surprise, especially since he had left his 
revolver lying on the ground while he 
tied up his prisoner. 

Hal hesitated not one second; he 
sprang out of the bushes and leveled his 
own weapon at the man’s head. 

“My prisoner, senor!” he laughed 
triumphantly. “Up with your hands!” 

The officer whirled about in horror. 
He saw Hal running toward him. 

“I’m sorry to trouble you,” the young 
lieutenant chuckled. “But I’ll have to 
free that prisoner again,” 

The officer, who was apparently of the 
rank of major, was so completely taken 
aback that his hands went up mechani¬ 
cally. He staggered backward with an 
exclamation. 

Hal stepped up to him and took hold of 
his sword to remove it. But at that same 
instant came a startling development, one 
that complicated the situation not a little. 

The possibility of there being other 


Spaniards near had not once occurred to 
Hal. He had been compelled to act 
hastily aud without calculating the 
chances. 

Therefore he was completely taken 
aback. About fifty yards* distant the 
bushes were parted and four Spaniards 
burst their way through. 

Hal saw with dismay that he was 
gazing into the muzzles of four rifles. 
The major gave a shout of delight when 
he saw them. 

“My prisoner!” cried he, overjoyed. 

He thought that he was safe. But he 
did not know with what a desperate and 
daring fighter he had to deal. 

His joy now faded. For Hal, quick as 
a panther in action, seized him about the 
neck with his arm and swung him around 
in front, using him as a shield against 
the other Spaniards. 

At the same moment Hal aimed his 
revolver at the men. 

“The first one of you moves is a dead 
man!” he roaredl “Look out!” 

That was indeed an extraordinary 
situation. It scarcely seemed possible to 
Hal himself. But his nerve and boldnes s 
liad taken his enemies completely by sur¬ 
prise, and not one of them could think of 
a thing to do. 

If there had been a nervy marksman 
among them he might, of course, have 
put a bullet through the American’s 
head. But no one of them dared do any¬ 
thing for fear of hitting the unfortunate^ 
major, who wriggled and kicked in vai^ 
endeavor to free himself. 

But Hal, who was fortunately a 


A Terrible Tumble in a Hollow Log. Did It Mean Death? 
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the stronger of the two, gripped him like 
a vise and choked him into submission. 

The lieutenant meanwhile never once 
took his eyes off of the four soldiers, who 
stood glaring at him like hungry bull¬ 
dogs. • 

They whispered with each other, and 
one of them then started to draw back 
into the woods. Hal, who knew that that 
would ruin his chances, soon stopped that. 

“Another step and I fire!” he yelled. 

And he yelled it as if he meant it, too. 
The puzzled Spaniards halted irreso¬ 
lutely. 

They evidently wanted a leader; but 
the major was even more frightened than 
they, and breathless besides, and so he 
could give no orders. For fully a whole 
minute that strange group remained per¬ 
fectly motionless. 

Hal was racking his brains trying to 
think how the affair might end. He 
could think of no way of escaping, and 
yet he could not keep this struggling man 
held under his arm forever. 

There was one way out of the situa¬ 
tion, a decidedly unpleasant one for poor 
Hal. Unfortunately he had no way of 
foreseeing.it. 

There had been six men in that party. 
Only five were visible. But the sixth 
soon made his whereabouts known. 

He had crept through the bushes in 
the rear in order to try a shot. Hal was 
exposed to him there, but the man foun^ 
that did him no good, for the modern 
^bllet is capable of going through the 
Hdies of several men, and there was as' 

Hh chance of killing the majoi as be- 

' A At any rate the major thought so, 


for when he saw the man he yelled 
frantically: 

“Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!” 

And so the man did not shoot; he set 
about ending the matter in another way. 

There was a tall branching oak tree 
not ten feet from where Hal and the 
major were struggling. It was an enor¬ 
mous tree, and the man crept up behind 
it unseen by any one. He climbed into a 
notch above the heads of the two. 

And the first warning that Hal had of 
what the fellow hoped to do, was when 
he tried it successfully. To the Ameri¬ 
can’s unutterable consternation, he felt a 
slip noose dropped over his head and 
pulled tight! 

CHAPTER III. 

A DESPERATE STROKE. 

Hal glanced up, and he saw in one 
moment that all wais lost. There was no 
chance of shooting at the wily Spaniard, 
as he was well out of sight behind the 
tree. 

In fact he was hanging on to the rope 
at the other side. Hal was almost jerked 
off his feet. 

It is needless to say that he was beaten 
by that clever dodge. It was no use for 
him to pull and struggle, for the noose 
tightened until he grew black in the face. 

He raised his revolver and fired at the 
rope, hoping to sever it. But he was half 
blinded and dazed, and he missed it. 

The Spaniards gave a wild cheer of~de- 
light. They rushed forward j,.r f as Hal’s 
revolver dropped from his hand and just 
as the infuriated officer managed to tear 
himself loose. 


If Vic Had Only Searched the Dead Body More Carefully! 
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Hal’s game struggle was at an end. 
What happened to him immediately 
after that happened as if in a dream. 
Hal did not lose consciousness, but his 
head was swimming and he was half 


dazed. 

The irate Spaniards were most of them 
for going on with the hanging operation 
then and there. But fortunately for Hal, 
they were civilized enough to realize that 
that would be going tco far. 

Nor were they altogether without ad¬ 
miration for what was certainly a daring 
enough action. Hal could see that even 
the ruffled major was staring at him as if 
wondering if he were a man or a devil. 

The terrible noose was loosened and 
Hal staggered back against the tree. His 
captors gathered about him. 

They were laughing in as much glee 

and triumph as if they had captured a 

whole regiment. They set to work to tie 

Hal up with the very rope that had 

x 

choked him into submission. 

They fastened him securely, hand and 
foot. After that they tumbled him un¬ 
ceremoniously into the bushes beside Juan 
and turned to whisper to each other. 

They were evidently consulting what 
to do! A minute later one of them put 
his fingers to his lips and blew a shrill 
whistle. 

“That’ll fetch ’em down,” he mut¬ 
tered. “I suppose they’ll carry them up 
to the cave. ” 

Naturally those words were not lost 
upon the two captives, who were anx¬ 
iously Jistening to find out what the men 
meant to do with them. 

They knew from the above that the 

The Foes Were Three to One, But 


guerilla band had some sort of 'a hiding- 
place near. There was no doubt that it 
was there they had taken the girl. 

Hal and Juan had been looking for 
that “cave,” but they had no desire to 
visit the place in their present condition; 
ana they were watching every move of 
their six enemies anxiously. 

The whistle they had given was an¬ 
swered by another one some distance 
away. As soon as they heard it all but 
one of the men turned away. It was evi¬ 
dent that the whole six had been sentries 
watching the approach to their place of 
concealment. 

They now resumed their watch of the 
trail, for they had no means of telling 
whether or not Hal and Juan had com¬ 
panions. 

The third man remained to guard the 
prisoners. He stood leaning against a tree 
near by, eying them curiously. 

But inasmuch as they were tied and 
helpless, he saw little need to guard 
them. The man waited for a minute or 
two listening for the arrival of his com¬ 
rades; then, as they did not come he 
stepped over to an open spot in the 
thicket where he apparently expected to 
catch sight of them. 

The prisoners had had little hope of 
escaping from the unpleasant situation in 
which they found themselves. But a pos¬ 
sibility flashed over them both at that 
moment. 

The man’s back was turned! It might 
be for only a few moments—but then it 
could do no harm to make an effort to 
get free. 

Hal and Juan had escaped from such a 

Not When the Fight Was Ended. 
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situation as this before, and they knew 
just what to do. Juan rolled over silent¬ 
ly, and a moment later his teeth were at 
the rope that bound his friend’s hands. 

It took him but one second to bite it. 
Hal was free again! 

It was a matter of life and death after 
that, and it' was no wonder that the two 
were trembling. The man’s back was 
still to them, but he might turn at any 
moment and discover what they were 
doing. 

Hal had a penknife in his pocket. He 
groped for it and opened the blade; never 
in his life had that operation seemed to 
take him so long, though he worked 
with feverish haste. 

His only salvation was that no possi¬ 
bility of there being any danger had oc¬ 
curred to the Spaniard. He stood peering 
through the woods shading his eyes with 
his hands. 

What the men had done with the cap¬ 
tured revolvers Hal did not know; but 
he still had his sword, and he was count¬ 
ing on using that. 

He cut his feet loose with a single 
slash ; then with the swiftness and stealth 
of a panther he glided to his feet. 

He did not stop to free Juan. At a 
crisis like this one man could do as much 
as two. And a second’s delay might ruin 
all. 

For the man had his revolver in his 
hand. If lie should chance to glance be¬ 
hind him and see what was going on, 
there was no doubt that he would open 
fire the same instant. 

And so Hal’s very heart seemed to stop 
beating as he took his first step. The 


man was not over fifty feet away, but that 
distance seemed an eternity, for it had to 
be gotten over before Hal could do any¬ 
thing. 4 

As he moved, however, he had his 
muscles ready for a spring, and he meant 
that the man should have to fight for it. 

He slipped his sword out of the scabbard 
as he crept on. 

Juan lay on the ground meanwhile 
watching him with intense anxiety, and 
feeling as if his brain would burst if the 
suspense was kept up very long. Juan 
feared not for himself, but for his friend, 
whose peril was indeed great. 

And yet no Indian could have’ stolen 
over the ground more stealthily than the 
lieutenant; there was not even the sound 
of a stirring leaf. And as he crept on he 
raised his sword for the stroke. 

He covered half the space without the ^ 
Spaniard’s having the faintest suspicion. 

But then suddenly Hal came to an unfor¬ 
tunate barrier—a stretch of high grass 
between him" and the man. 

He knew that he could not creep 
through that without making a noise, 
and for a moment he hesitated. Then he 
started to walk'on again; but just as he 
expected, the drv grass crackled. And 
like a flash the man wheeled about. 

But Hal, who had been watchful as a 
cat, saw the move the instant it began. 

He leaped forward at the same instant, 
and was at the man’s side a moment later. 

The Spaniard with a cry of horror had 
swung up his revolver. But before he 
could pull the trigger Hal’s sword de¬ 
scended with the force 01 a sledge¬ 
hammer. 
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And the man sank to the ground with¬ 
out a sound, his head split almost in two 
by the terrific stroke. His revolver was 
exploded by the convulsive twitching of 
his hand, and the bullet passed within a 
foot of Hal’s head. 

But he had no time to think of his 
narrow escape. He knew that the shot 
would bring the other men to the spot on 
a run; and Hal lost not an instant. 

He stopped beside the man just long 
enough to snatch his revolver out of his 
hand, and then he whirled-about and 
sprang toward his friend. 

Hal’s knife lay on the ground where 
he had left it. He seized it and in a mo¬ 
ment more had cut the Cuban’s bonds. 

Juan staggered to his feet. At the same 
instant there was a crashing sound in the 
bushes near them, and two of the guerillas 
iHfcst into view. 

Hal swung up his revolver and fired. 
One of the men pitched forward upon his 
face. The other, with an oath of rage, 
replied at the same moment. 

He was not a hundred feet away, and 
to Hal it seemed as if the flash of the 
weapon was almost in his face. He felt 
nothing, but he heard Juan just behind 
him give a cry of pain. 

The Spaniard did not have time to fire 
a second shot. Hal wounded him, and he 
turned and ran, shouting aloud as he did 
so. The American turned instantly 
toward his friend. 

His heart almost stood still from anx¬ 
iety as he looked, for he did not know 
what might have happened. But fortu¬ 
nately, Juan’s wound was only in the 

There Was a Traitor Amoag the 


And the brave fellow never thought of 
it. He heard the shout of the rest of the 
Spaniards a short distance away, and so 
he caught Hal by the arm and turned to 
run. 

The two knew that they would have a 

hard chase of it, for the guerillas had 

horses, and would no doubt use them 

when they discovered what had happened 

to their companions. 

# a 

And so they ran fqr their very lives, 
tearing their way through the dense 
jungle at a surprising rate of speed. 

Their ears were on the alert, and soon 
caught sounds that told them the gueril¬ 
las had arrived upon the scene of their 
escape; that made them hurry on, if pos¬ 
sible, even faster than before. 

It was a terrible experience after the 
first few minutes. No more difficult 
country to run through could have been 
found, and they were soon breathless and 
exhausted. Thorns and cacti tore their 
clothing, and they stumbled over prostrate 
logs and tangled vines. 

But still they kept on. For the shouts 
behind them did not recede in the least. 

On the contrary, they soon began to 
draw near; and the trampling of horses 
was added to them. The fugitives glanced 
oyer their shoulders apprehensively at 
every step. 

For they knew that the moment one of 
the men caught sight of them, their last 
hope would be gone. They might stand 
and fight, but the end could be but in 
their death. 

And so as the sounds of pursuit came 
nearer the two grew desperate. They 
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were so exhausted they could scarcely 
move. 

And consequently when a few moments 
-later they caught sight of a dense cane 
brake off to the left they were glad to 
take the chance of hiding. They turned 
and forced their way in toward the 

if 

centre. 

They were so tired that they could 
only sink down upon the ground and 
gasp for breath. The Spaniards might 
come, but the two could do no more. 

The Spaniards we;e soon heard tearing 
through the thicket, beating up the 
bushes and yelling to each other. Hal 
and Juan crouched low in their hiding- 
place, their hearts leaping wildly with 
excitement. 

But fortunately for them they were not 
discovered. It was perhaps five minutes 
before their danger was really over. But 
over it finally was, to the fugitives 1 great 
relief. The men went on without having 
discovered them. 

They could not breathe freely even 
yet, until they had made their escape 
certain. When they knew by the sounds 
that their enemies were some distance 
away, they got up and crept silently off 
to one side for two or three hundred 
yards. 

Then they hid once more, this time in 
security. Hal bound up his friend’s arm, 
after which they lay waiting for an hour 
or two, until they felt that their pursuers 
must surely have given up. 

CHAPTER IV. 

HAL’S BOLD VENTURE. 

One would have supposed that that 
perilous experience would have cured the 
two, at least for a time, of any desire to 
continue their efforts. But as a matter of 
fact their eagerness for excitement came 
back almost as quickly as their breath. 

They had set out that morning for the 

i 


purpose of solving that mystery. When 
they were once more safe and free they 
were in exactly the same position as they 
had been before, and so there was no 
reason for their not going on. 

Therefore when it came time to discuss 
the next move, neither even suggested 
turning back. 

“The next thing, of course,” whis¬ 
pered Hal, “is to find that cave, as the 
fellow called it. ” I 

“That’s it,” Juan assented. “And ob- ' 
vious enough, too. But I fancy the doing 
of it won’t prove quite so easy.” 

“The Spaniards will certainly be on 
the watch now,” said the other, “but I 
guess we can fool them. There’s only 
one thing to do. I’ll set out to begin a 
hunt and you wait here meanwhile.” 

However “obvious” the brave Cuban 
may have thought his friend’s first re¬ 
mark, he certainly did not think that of 
the last one. He protested vehemently. 

But Hal soon brought him to a realizz^^^ 
tion of what was best. He was wounded, 
and he had no weapon. It was better for 
one to be captured than two. 

And so it happened that when Hal set 
out a few minutes later to begin his in¬ 
vestigation, Juan merely crawled into a 
denser spot in the cane and hid to wait 
for his return. 

As for the American, he did not hesi¬ 
tate a moment. He had a general idea 
where the guerillas’ hiding-place must 
be, and he had the deep grass and tangled 
undergrowth to hide him from' his 
enemies. 

. As he stole on he had his revolver 
ready, and he was watchful as a cat. He 
soon found that he had plenty of need 
to be. 

It is foreign to the main purpose of our 
story to describe his perilous venture. 
Suffice it to say that he retraced his steps 
to the very spot where he and Juan had 


Clif Found That a Girl of Spirit Will Always Defend Der Lover. 


STARRY FLAG. 


13 


been in such danger. He there caught 
sight of at least a dozen of the infuriated 
Spaniards, who were apparently discuss¬ 
ing the day’s events. 

Hal smiled to himself as he thought of 
what they would have done had they 
known their worst enemy was so rear. 
There is no use denying that his heart 
was thumping excitedly, for his situation 
was perilous in the extreme, and this 
kind of Indian scout work was new to 
him. 

But nevertheless he set out to follow 
the tracks*of their horses, not doubting 
that they would lead him to the “cave.” 

Hal’s advance was necessarily slow, for 
he dared not walk boldly. A bullet from 
the woods about him lie knew might end 
his career at any moment. 

The country in which he found him¬ 
self was extremely mountainous and cov¬ 
ered with what might very appropriately 
Bhe called a jungle. Hal could scarcely see 
^rcn yards ahead of him. 

He stole on so silently that it is doubt¬ 
ful if a serpent could have made less 
noise. It was that alone which accounts 
for what afterward seemed to him an al- 
^niost miraculous accident. 

To put the matter briefly, the cave to 
which the Spaniards had referred was in 
the side of a tall bushy cliff, and it was 
entered by a narrow pass between two 
canyon-like walls. The whole place was 
so covered with a dense growth of vege¬ 
tation that there was only one way in 
which it could possibly have been found. 
That was the method which Hal had 
glanced to adopt, following the tracks of 
the guerillas’ horses. 

The cave, as Hal was destined soon to 
learn, was the hiding-place of at least a 
score of the Spanish troopers. It was of 
course guarded most carefully; at that 
very moment there were three men pacing 


back and forth across the narrow, canyon¬ 
like entrance. 

The extraordinary accident which hap¬ 
pened to Hal was just this: So dense was 
the thicket and so silent was his progress 
that he passed those men without being 
heard or seen or even suspected. In fact, 
he passed them without even having the 
least idea of it himself. 

And the first inkling he got of where 
he was was when he pushed his head 
through a tangled mass of grapevine and 
found himself confronting a steep cliff- 
side with a great black hole in it—the 
doorway of the guerillas’ cave! 

And standing in the entrance gazing 
out was a great black-bearded Spaniard, 
a rifle in his hand and a revolver in his 
belt. 

Hal had, as we have said, half pushed 
his way out into the clearing. It was too 
late for him to draw back. 

The man saw him. Their eyes met, 
and the two stood staring at each other 
in consternation. 

CHAPTER V. 

SOLVING THE MYSTERY. 

It would have been hard to say which 
of those two was the more completely 
taken aback. The Spaniard gazed at Hal 
as he might have gazed at a ghostly ap¬ 
parition. 

However, there is no doubt as to which 
of the two was the quicker to recover his 
wits. Hal’s position was too desperately 
perilous a one for him to waste a second. 

He swung up his revolver; and also 
the Spaniard moved his rifle; but there 
was just a moment’s difference, and that 
was all, that was necessary. Hal’s revol¬ 
ver was at the man’s head. 

“A move and you are a dead man!” 
the lieutenant whispered, hoarsely. 

And the amazed Spaniard, who had no 
doubt heard of his opponent’s former des- 
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perate acts, had sense enough to make no 
resistance. Hal really meant to fire and 
run for it, if he had. 

“Drop your rifle!” 

The man acted as if he were in a 
dream—obeying mechanically and staring 
in amazement. He was held up on his 
own doorstep! 

It was indeed a bold thing Hal was do- 
ing. But there was nothing else he could 
have done, and so there was no use in 
hesitation. Only the utmost daring and 
calmness might have hoped to carry the 
day. 

How many more guerillas nfi/ht be in 
that cave Hal did not know; but it was a 
chance he had to take. He stepped boldly 
out into the cleared space beside the man, 
and removed his revolver from his belt. 

“Now march !” he hissed. 

And he emphasized it by pressing a 
cold muzzle against the man’s forehead. 
It brought prompt obedience. The two 
forced their way into the underbrush once 
more. 

“Now I mean to tie you up,” said Hal. 
“Lie down. If you move, I shall fire.” 

He had no rope, but he cut long strips 
of vine; in two minutes he had that fel¬ 
low securely gagged and bound so that 
he was utterly helpless. 

And then once more Hal rose to his 
feet. 

„ After that desperate little piece of work 
he felt confidence enough to defy a uni¬ 
verse full of Spaniards. He was in one of 
those daring moods in which a man is 
ready to attempt anything and succeed in 
all he attempts. 

Perhaps it was foolhardy and certainly 
it was imprudent, but be that as it may, 
no sooner did Hal find himself peering 
through the vine at that hole in the rock 
again than he made up his mind to one 
desperate venture—he was going to enter 
that cave! 

Only a Coward Would Commit 


“No chance like this may ever com e 
again,” he muttered. “It’s ten to one 
they’re all outside looking for me.” 

And with that rather risky probability, 
Hal contented himself. He gripped his 
revolver, stepped out of the bushes and 
marched boldly into the cave. 

His heart was beating like a sledge¬ 
hammer. He saw only black darkness 
before him, and silence. But for all he 
knew he might be walking into the midst 
of a dozen Spaniards. 

Literally speaking, he did almost walk 
into the midst of one. At the end of the 
narrow entrance was a broad apartment 
black as night. A man lay sleeping on 
the floor, and Hal stepped upon him as 
he glided swiftly in. 

The man sat up, gazed about him and 
muttered an oath of rage. That he did 
not see Hal was due to no cleverness of 
the latter’s. 

For the American was utterly bewil¬ 
dered by that last accident. All he could 
think of to do was to rush on in the dark¬ 
ness; and so the man saw only a shadowy 
figure when he raised up. 

Naturally he thought it was one of his 
friends. He swore some, and then, being 
half drunk anyway, he rolled over and 
went to sleep again. 

And so the nervy young officer was 
left standing at the centre of the cavern 
unseen and unsuspected, quite breathless 
and aghast at the thought of his own 
daring. He stumbled over into the dark 
shadows at the side, and there waited. 

It may readily be believed that as his 
eyes grew accustomed to the darkness 
Hal darted glances of intense interest 
about him. 

He wanted to know a number of im¬ 
portant things—how many Spaniards 
were really in the place, and what sort of 
a place it was, and where he might hide 
in it—to say nothing of the whereabouts 
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of the beautiful young girl whom these 
ruffians had kidnaped. 

Hal got answers to all his questions. 
What he saw (for he was soon able to 
see quite clearly) was as follows: 

The cave was simply a bare hollow in the 
rocks, damp and uncomfortable enough. 
The horses were all inside, crowded to¬ 
gether in a narrow passageway at the 
right. Of men there were only three, all 
sleeping near the door with the one Hal 
had stumbled over. 

As to hiding places he could see none. 
The end of the cavern was blocked up 
with piles of boxes and kegs, stores of 
some sort. The rest of the place was ab¬ 
solutely bare. 

There were the remains of a small fire 
smouldering in the centre of the apart 
ment. By its light Hal saw one thing 
that made him glad he had not done 
much walking about. It was a round 
black hole in the ground, apparently a 
well, for it had a rude windlass and a 
^ticket above it. 

So much for the cave; there was one 
thing else to interest Hal, a figure which 
he saw lying stretched out on the ground 
in one corner—the girl! She was lying 
with her head buried in her arms, and 
Hal was startled to hear her moaning 
aloud. ' ^ 

Spanish guerillas and all other perils 
were completely forgotten by Hal in an 
instant; and without hesitation he stole 
swiftly over to the girl’s side. 

There was not a moment to be lost, he 
thought to himself. Hal had come to save 
this girl, and there could be ho better 
time to escape than now. 

But as if to mock that wild hope at 
that very instant one of the Spaniards 
began mattering to himself and then sat 
up and gazed about him. 

He did not see anything suspicious, for 
Hal crouched low. But the fellow got 


up and lurched to the entrance, where he 
stood gazing out. 

That cut off the chance for the mo¬ 
ment, and Hal gazed about him com¬ 
pletely at a loss what to do. 

His thoughts were called to the fair 
captive near him. 

She had heard his step, and gazed up 
with a look of wild terror upon her face. 
But she must have recognized Hal’s uni¬ 
form, or else have seen something in his 
fine features different from the ruffianly 
Spaniards. 

For she seemed to comprehend his 
errand completely. She grasped him by 
the arm convulsively. 

“You have come to help me!” she 
gasped. 

“Yes,” whispered Hal. “Ssh! We 
may have^a chance in a moment.” 

The girl sank back with a moan; and 
Hal continued watching with feverish 
impatience until the guerilla should lie 
down again or else go out. 

But minute after minute of intense 
anxiety passed, and still the man did 
neither. The girl still retained her grip 
upon Hal’s arm, and he could feel her 
hand shaking like a leaf. 

It was a queer place to listen to a story 
in. But as time passed and still there was 
nothing to be done, the young lieutenant 
turned toward the unfortunate prisoner 
and asked her to tell him how she had 
come to be in this situation. 

“Speak low,” he whispered. “No one 
will hear us. ” 

Rita Velasquez (as the girl gave her 
name) was al nost too weak to speak. 
But she managed to convey to Hal in a 
few words the solution of the mystery he 
had been seeking. 

She was a daughter of General Velas¬ 
quez, one of the officers of Santiago. 
She had been forcibly abducted from her 
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father’s house during the previous even¬ 
ing. 

It appeared that the guerillas, who 
made this cave their headquarters, had 
recently captured a large quantity of 
valuable ammunition from the Cubans. 
They had refused a demand from the 
officers of the regular army to turn it over 
to the authorities at Santiago. 

General Velasquez had thrown one of 
the rebellious men into prison. The 
leader of the band (the officer whom Hal 
had already met) had in revenge kid¬ 
naped the general’s daughter from the 
city, presumably to hold her as a hostage. 

Such was the frightened girl's story. 
Hal’s wrath was great indeed when she 
told him that the ruffianly men had 
beaten her to compel her to follow them. 

Hal Maynard was a hot-blooded youth, 
and he felt almost like getting up and 
beginning to fight with the guerillas then 
and there. 

But he restrained that impulse, and 
contented himself by promising the girl 
upon his honor that he would die if 
necessary in order to save her. 

<( But I have something to save my¬ 
self,” she muttered, “if it comes to the 
worst.” 

As she said that there was a gleam in 
her dark eyes. She thrust her hand into 
a pocket of her skirt and took out a little 
vial; 

“What is that?” Hal whispered. 

“It is poison enough to kill fifty men,” 
was the grim answer. # “I do not mean to 
give it to them, but to take it myself if 
necessary.” 

She showed more resolution when she 
said that than Hal had supposed her 
capable of, for she seemed completely un¬ 
nerved by the humble experience she had 
been through. 

But she was evidently in earnest as she 
spoke of the poison. Hal understood 


what she meant, and could not disapprove 
of the resolution. But nevertheless he 
had other plans, and so he held out his 
hand for the bottle. 

“Let me take care of that,” lie whis¬ 
pered. i V 

The girl stared at him in surprise. 

“I do not mean that you shall commit 
suicide,” Hal continued. “I have prom¬ 
ised to help you. And so you must not 
keep that.” 

The girl yielded to his^ stronger will 
and purpose, though not half knowing 
why. Nor in fact had he himself any 
clear idea in mind except to k^ep the 
poison, whatever it was, away from the 
frightened girl He was glad afterward 
he had done so. 

The conversation narrated above all 
took place in the course of perhaps two 
minutes. It was of course carried on in 
the faintest whispers—and did not excite 
any suspicions in the man who was stand¬ 
ing in the doorway. 

That person showed no intention of 
moving again, and Hal grew impatient 
as he realized it. He thought of trying to 
hold him up as he had done the other. 

But unfortunately Hal had no time to 
make the attempt. He was suddenly in¬ 
terrupted by a startling series of inci¬ 
dents. So startling were they in fact that 
the girl almost fainted from terror. 

The man at the doorway shouted a 
greeting to some one. There came sounds 
of eager voices, and of footsteps. 

And a moment later, as the uproar 
grew almost deafening, about a dozen 
men could be seen coming in at the 
entrance. 

Hal was surprised in the gureillas’ 
cave! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A DESPERATE SITUATION. 

A more perilous position than Hal’s it 
would have been hard to imagine. His 
mind was in a perfect whirl. 

For a moment he thought of opening 
fire and driving them back. Then he 
recollected that he had only two or three 
shots left in his revolver. 

And so he shot a swift glance about 
him in search of a hiding-place. Never 
did a hope seem more desperate, for the 
cave had not a nook or a cranny. 

And so there was absolutely no chance 
of escape that way. Hal had leaped to his 
feet at the first alarm, but he did not 
move. He stocyl glaring about him like 
a tiger at 6ay. 

To be captured alive was not in his 
thoughts; better to kill the girl and 
himself, he muttered. 

Meanwhile the guerillas marched bold¬ 
ly in. They were evidently excited about 
-something, talking very loud and cursing 
somewhat. Of course coming from the 
light they could see nothing in the deep 
night of the cave; they did not see Hal. 

But Hal knew it was only a question of 
seconds. He gripped his revolver savage¬ 
ly, and crouched, waiting. 

It was at that desperate moment that 
he heayd a voice behind him. It made 
him leap as if he had been shot. ^ 

“The well! The well!” 

It was the girl whispering to him 

hoarsely. 

“The well !*’ 

Hal glanced at it. And as was his 
habit, he made up his mind in one instant 
and acted in the next. 

Crouching low in the shadows, he 
glided down the cave until he came to 
the deep black hole. It was a terrible 
prospect, but a second’s hesitation might 
mean death. _ , 

Hal seized the bucket and swung loose. 

THE KNIFE AIMED FOR CllFS 


It seemed then as if all the world were 
flashing past him. 

Never in his life did Hal have a more 
terrific experience. The well must have ~ 
been fifty feet deep, and Hal went down 
like a shot. 

The clatter of the windlass above was 
deafening, but Hal hardly heard it. For 
in a moment more he had struck the 
water a .id was plunging through it. 

He thought that he would never stop ; 
and when he stopped he thought that he 
would never rise. He struggled upward 
with^ail# his might. He choked and 
gasped; his head rang; and ‘he must 
have been almost blue in the face when 
finally he reached the surface. 

There he found new excitement. 
Naturally enough the amazing behavior 
of that bucket had alarmed the Spaniards. 

To a man they were gazing over the 
edge. 

“Por dios!” Hal heard one of them 
shout. “It must have been the devil!” 

One of them lit some kind of a torch 
to light the place. But Hal found a 
fissure in which he could hide under the 
wall of the well, and so he was quite 
satisfied to let the search go on. 

Many indeed and original were the 
theories the puzzled Spaniards offered. 
They guessed everything except the 
truth. They must needs haul up the 
bucket to see if it was all right; and then 
seeing that it was, they let it fall to see 
if it would go down as fast. 

Being full of water, it did, and that 
seemed to satisfy all. Hal breathed freely 
as he heard them turn away and resume 
the discussion of what had interested 
them. 

Hal could hear everything, and he soon 
learned most interesting news indeed. 

Briefly it was as follows. General 
Velasquez had been interviewed by a 
messenger from the kidnapers. It had 
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ended in the stern old officer’s throwing 
the man into prison and ordering his 
execution for treason. 

It was small wonder that the men were 
infuriated. Their oaths were terrible. 
And Hal shuddered as he heard the fate 
that was reserved for the general’s beau¬ 
tiful daughter. 

It was a comfort to the brave young 
officer to know that he still had his re¬ 
volver, and that his bath had not hurt it. 
He could climb that rope at any time he 
chose. * 

And then, too, he though? of Juan, 
who would certainly bring help in the 
end. It was a vague hope, but Hal com¬ 
forted himself a trifle with it. 

That hope, however, he was destined 
to be deprived of in a most unexpected 
way. There was a sudden burst of excite¬ 
ment above and the American suddenly 
heard a voice, that of his former ac¬ 
quaintance, the major, shouting: 

“Por dios! lie’s got one of the 
Yankees !” 

“How did you catch him?” roared an¬ 
other voice above the excited hum of 
conversation. 

Hal knew only too well what that 
meant. Juan, helpless and unarmed, had 
been found and made prisoner! ^ > 

It was only one more reason for being 
brave and resolute. Hal gritted his teeth 
and clinched his fists in a way that boded 
ill for the guerillas. 

He had no definite plans, but he was 
ready for anything. And he had his wits 
about him and was watching everything. 

He soon had occasion to be glad of his 
. * 

vigilance. A wildly desperate plan flashed 
over him, one that made him almost 
shout in triumph. 

It was only a hope, a chance. But it 
might be successful. And in the brief 
second or two that he had to decide he 
made up his mind to try it. 


. The whole thing was suggested to him 
by hearing two men who were standing 
by the mouth of the well and talking. 

“I want a ciink,” one of them chanced 
to say. 

And he began turning the windlass to 
Haul up the bucket. It was then that the 
plan occurred to Hal, and was adopted 
and carried out in the same instant. 

Hal snatched from his pocket the vial 
the girl had given him and emptied its 
contents into the bucket of water as it 
went up. 

“Now,” he muttered, “we’ll seel” 

His suspense may be imagined. The 
man might taste the water and then pour 
the whole thing out on Jhe ground. But 
then on the other hand he might drink, 
and all the rest might drink, and for all 
Hal knew every man of them might fall 
dead. 

His trick may not seem a very fair one, 
for poisoning is a cowardly way of fight¬ 
ing. But Hal was no coward, as-^ve* 
know. He felt justified in taking any 
advantage of these bloodthirsty outlaws 
in order to save the girl from their 
clutches. 

And so he waited in the intensest 
anxiety to learn what would be the effect 
of his trick. 

He heard the man take a drink from 
the bucket; straining his ears, he thought 
lie could make out that his companion 
did likewise. Then suddenly to Hal’s 
intense delight, he heard the first man 
call out: 

“Here’s some water, if anybody wants 
some.” 

“From the haunted well,” laughed a 
voice. “Give me some of it.” 

After that Hal had no means of telling 
how many of the men drank. He listened 
intently, but all he could catch was an 
occasional remark. 

But he knew that no one had tasted 
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anything wrong in the water, and that 
no suspicions had been awakened. 

“Perhaps there’s too much water,” 
Hal thought. “It may not effect them in 
the least. ” 

That only time could show. And the 
young lieutenant waited anxiously, never 
once ceasing to strain his ears to learn 
what was going on. 

This last mentioned fact was a most 
fortunate one. Perhaps five minutes 
passed by and then suddenly Hal’s ear 
caught some terrible words, words that 
struck him like a thunderbolt. 

It was the chief of the band who spoke; 
what he said was this: 

“Give some water to the girl.” 

The lieutenant shuddered in horror as 
he comprehended. He turned pale and 
sank back with a groan as he realized 
how helpless he was. There was no rope 
for him to climb, nothing for him to do! 

Yes, there was one thing. A terrible 
thing, but it had to be done. Only a 
coward would have hesitated. That girl 
must not be allowed to taste of the 
poison. 

Instantly Hal drew a deep breath and a 
moment later his voice rang out: 

“Rita Velasquez!” he yelled. “Don’t 
drink that water!” 

CHAPTER VII. 

A SWIM FOR LIFE. 

The effect of Hal’s shout was naturally 
to strike the Spaniards dumb with amaze¬ 
ment. There was a dead silence in the 
cave, lasting perhaps half a minute. 

It was succeeded by a perfect babel of 
sounds; everybody seemed to begin yell¬ 
ing at once. 

Above it all Hal recognized the voice 
of the major. 

“Pordios! it’s that Yankee !” 

“So they know me,” thought Hal, 


grimly. “Perhaps that’ll make them shy 
of attacking me.” 

He had examined his revolver (which 
it will be remembered he had captured 
from one of the Spaniards) and found 
that he had only three cartridges left 
But he resolved that should 'mean three 
men, provided Spanish cartridges were 
only made as water-tight as American 
ones. 

Very likely the first attempt of the en¬ 
raged men would be throwing heavy ob¬ 
jects down at him; so Hal groped about 
him anxiously, and succeeded in finding 
a way of protecting himself. 

We have spoken of a niche in the wall 
of the well. The lieutenant made the 
startling discovery that beyond this there 
was a long underground passageway, 
filled with water, and with enough air 
above to enable him to swim along. 

It was intensely dark, and of course 
Hal did not know how far the passage 
went. But he swam under a short ways 
to hide. 

“This will be a place to make a 
fight,” he mused, as he lay still and 
waited. 

The excitement above had meanwhile 
increased with every moment. Apparent¬ 
ly the whole guerilla band had rushed to 
the edge of the well and were peering 
down; a moment later came a great 
splash, and Hal knew that they had 
dropped a box of ammunition or some¬ 
thing down in order to hit him. * 

The shouts and furious oaths continued 
meanwhile. Everybody was yelling at 
once, and a thousand plans were sug¬ 
gested. Boxes and huge rocks fairly 
rained down into the well. 

Hal was listening, above all this con¬ 
fusion, for one sound he hoped to catch. 
Perhaps a minute after he had given his 
warning he heard one of the men shout 
out: 
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“Santa Maria! that fiend must have 
put poison in the water!” 

“So you begin to feel it,” muttered 
Hal, grimly. “That is more promising. 
I expect a crisis now.” 

It was well that he was prepared, for a 
crisis came for a fact. That terrible cry 
frightened the Spaniards into silence for 
a moment. When the sounds broke out 
again they were yells of fury and ven¬ 
geance. 

And then Hal heard the creaking sound 
of the windlass turning. He steadied him¬ 
self by the side of the wall and drew out 
his revolver. For he knew that the sound 
meant that some one was ..coming down. 

There was a light, too, and the walls 
were gradually illuminated. Hal could 
see where he was and he clutched the 
stones and waited. 9 

It was a wild and terrible spot for a 
battle, but Hal’s courage rose to the oc¬ 
casion. His eyes gleamed with resolution, 
and he waited eagerly until the moment 
for action should come. 

It was a strange sight that finally came 
into view. Down the black, slimy well 
the bucket slowly descended into view. 
Seated upon it was one of the savage 
guerillas, hugging the rope in his arms 
and clutching in one hand a torch and in 
the other a revolver. 

He glared about him as he came down. 
But the light must have blinded him, for 
he did not see Hal staring at him. He 
reached the water, and then he yelled for 
the bucket to stop. 

“Come on now!” he shouted, making 
the walls of the black hole echo and ring. 

That was evidently meant for the 
others. There was a grating sound as of 
somebody sliding down the rope. A 
moment later a second man came into 
view, and stopped just above the other’s 
head. 


“Do you see him?” he whispered, 
hoarsely. “Where is he?” 

“I don’t know,” the other answered. 
“Here comes Jose.” 

Another man began to slide down. Hal 
concluded that it was time to act, and, 
without a second’s hesitation, he raised 
his revolver and fired. Cartridges being 
scarce, Hal first took the man who did 
not have the torch. 

The bullet struck the ruffian in the 
head, and he tumbled into* the water 
without so much as a groan. 

The other gave a yell of rage and 
terror; he raised his revolver and took a 
chance shot at where he had seen the 
flash of Hal’s weapon. He missed, and 
that was his only chance. Hal fired, and 
the fellow pitched forward into the water, 
torch and all. Black darkness settled 
down upon the spot. 

There came a dead silence, too, after 
the cracking echoes of the shots had died^ 
out. The men in the cave above must 
have been horror-struck by what they 
heard, for they made not a sound for sev¬ 
eral moments. 

And so there was only the lapping of 
the water disturbed by the fall of the two 
ill-fated men. 

Hal waited for a minute or two, and 
then, hearing no one else coming, he 
turned and began swimming back into 
the passage. 

For he had only one more shot left. 
Another effort like the last must over¬ 
come him. And he knew that the Span¬ 
iards were desperate enough to attempt it. 

And so he chose flight; he thought 
that he would see how far that under¬ 
ground passage ran. 

There were some very startling discov¬ 
eries before Hal. He had supposed that 
the place in which he had hidden was 
only a little fissure caused by the caving 
in of the earth. But as he swam the wall 
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above his head got higher, and the pass¬ 
age got broader. 

And before he had gone much farther 
the startling truth dawned upon him that 
he had struck one of Nature’s most won¬ 
derful freaks, an underground stream ! 

For he began to feel a current distinct¬ 
ly. It was hurrying him on farther and 
farther from the well every moment. 

If Hal had known more about such 
things he would have been for more 
nervous, for thfcre are likely to be water¬ 
falls and rapids in underground streams 
as in any other. But he swam on boldly, 
groping about him in the darkness and so 
engrossed in the strange voyage he was 
making that the guerillas and their cave 
and everything connected with it seemed 
forgotten. 

Hal’s wonder increased at every stroke 
he took. He was sensible that the stream 
was hurrying him on with great rapidity, 
and still there was no sign of an end to 
the journey. 

On and on Hal swept; he tried to cal¬ 
culate the distance; it seemed to him 
fully a mile. He did not try to stop, for 
another hope had occurred to him. 

This passage must lead to daylight 
some time. And if he could get out, he 
could bring help and put an end to the 
guerillas’ triumph in short order. 

And so he was anxiously looking ahead 
for light as he glided on with the current. 

Several times he had rather unpleasant 
frights, for the roof above him got so low 
that his head was forced under water. 
Each time, however, the current swept 
him out into the air again—but still all 
in the densest darkness conceivable. 

The end was slow in coming, but it 
came at last. Hal found himself suddenly 
swept into a broad pool of water. The 
current had ceased. But what was a 
thousand times more imporant to him, 
there was light at last! 
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Hal gave a cry of .joy ; but it changed 
into one of amazement. There was light 
to be seen, and plainly, so much is fact 
that he could dimly make out the walls 
of the cavern in which he was swimming. 

But where did *it come from? There 
was not a sign of a fissure or an opening 
into daylight. A startling truth was 
forced upon Hal. 

The light came from under the water! 
CHAPTER VIII. 

A STRANGE RESCUE. 

That was certainly an uncanny dis¬ 
covery, and for a while the puzzled officer 
wished himself somewheres else. There 
was ho supposition by which he could 
begin to account for the phenomenon. 

It was only when he swam toward the 
place where the light came that the truth 
dawned upon him. 

This strange underground stream ap¬ 
parently flowed into some lake or pond 
out in the open air; but it flowed through 
a passage that was sunken under water. 
Hal could see the light, but his progress 
was barred completely. 

Any one can understand how balked 
and angry Hal felt. The passage was 
scarcely a foot below the water, and Hal 
could plunge down and see the light 
streaming in. But when he rose into the 
air again he had a wall of rock before 
him. 

There were few people more nervy 
than Hal, and when he once made up his 
mind that some danger had to be risked, 
he usually wasted no time in hesitation. 

And so he fretted and fumed against 
that wall but a minute or so before he 
made up his mind to a desperate neces¬ 
sity. He was going either to get out 
through there or perish in the attempt. 

“All I’ve got to do is to swim under 
water,” he muttered. 
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The thought was enough to take his 
breath away; but Hal needed all his. He 
took off his coat, and gathered all his 
energies together. He filled his lungs 
with air, and then turned and plunged 
down. 

Any one who has ever taken a long 
swim under water knows what a killing 
operation it is when kept up too. long. 
Hal’s very life depended upon his keep¬ 
ing it up. He drove his way through the 
water with all his might, on and on, 
until it seemed as if his head would burst 
if he stayed below any longer. 

He kept his eyes open, and he could 
see the light ahead—nearer and nearer, 
yet so far! 

With what relief he ended the terrible 
effort cannot be told. When he saw that 
he was clear of the terrible chasm, when 
he shot up and out beneath the clear blue 
sky, he felt as if lie had come out of the 
gates of hades. 

He was so dazed that at first he could 
scarcely see. It was not that the swim 
had been so terribly long, but that the 
suspense and uncertainty had been so 
great. 

Hal found himself close to the bank of 
a little lake, a wild, tangled place that 
looked as if it had never been visited by 
man. Behind him was a tall cliff, the 
wall of rock under which he had swam. 

It was perhaps fifty feet high, and 
from the outside there was only a slight 
shelving in of the rock to indicate where 
the strange passageway was. 

After resting for a moment Hal swam 
to the shore, to one side of the ledge of 
rocks. He sat there for a short while 
debating what he should do next. 

He thought of riding back for help. 
But that was an ignominious way of end¬ 
ing the adventure, and Hal wanted some¬ 
thing more exciting. 

He saw no prospect of anything ex¬ 


citing just then ; but as it actually tran¬ 
spired, he was in a position to see what 
was perhaps the most thrilling event of 
the whole day. 

The silence of the jungle was suddenly 
broken by a scream ; it brought Hal to 
his feet with a leap, for lie knew that it 
was a woman’s voice. 

He was on the point of dashing up the 
bank to find out what was the matter; 
but before he had time to go to the 
trouble the trouble came toliim. 

The cry was followed by excited 
shouts, and a second later by another 
scream. 

“Help! Help!” 

It came from the high bank or cliff of 
which we have spoken. Hal gazed up; 
and at the same instant the reason for the 
disturbance became evident. 

A woman’s figure clad in white burst 
through the thicket. Hal gave a gasp as 
he saw who it was. 

“Rita Velasquez!” 

Yes, it was the beautiful Spaniard. 
She was running for her very life; and 
not ten feet behind her was one of the 
guerillas. 

The girl saw the lake and the cliff in 
front of her. But she did not swerve. 

'fhe Spaniard saw it, too, and called to 
her. He redoubled his efforts to overtake 
her. 

There was a moment of most intense 
suspense. The lieutenant’s heart seemed 
fairly to stop still. 

It was a terrible moment, but the man 
won; the girl was in the very act of fling¬ 
ing herself over the ledge when he 
gripped her by the arm. 

The girl screamed and turned upon 
him like a tigress. The two swayed on 
the very edge of the cliff. 

Certainly they would have fallen both 
together had it not been for the fact that 
at that very moment two more of the 
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guerillas came into view. They gave a 
shout of triumph and rushed to aid their 
comrade in overpowering his victim. 

Rita Velasquez saw them, and re¬ 
doubled her frenzied efforts. But it was 
a hopeless struggle. The man was a 
powerful fellow, and she could not shake 
him off. 

But help was nearer than she supposed. 
Hal had been watching, and his brain 
was busy. 

He got out his revolver; he had but 
one shot left, but surely he would not 
have a better chance to use it than this. 

The risk he had to, take was a terrible 
one, but his hand did not tremble. He 
might kill the girl; but he knew she 
would pre|pr that to being recaptured. 

And so he took quick aim and fired. 

Where he hit Hal never knew; but the 
Spaniard must have known, for he stag¬ 
gered back with a yell of pain. 

He released the girl; and that was all 
that was necessary. She turned, and with 
a single bound reached the edge of the 
cliff. 

She did not hesitate an instant. Hal 
gasped for breath as he saw her leap out 
and shoot down toward the water. 

It was a horrible sight. She struck 
upon her back and sank almost instantly. 
Hal, forgetting the Spaniards completely, 
plunged into the water and struck out 
for the spot. 

There was only one thing that kept 
him from being seen by them. The side 
of the cliff was bulging, and Hal had 
darted in close to the foot of it. The 
girl’s pursuers rushed to the edge, but 
they could not get far enough out to see 
either him or her. 

They dashed back into the bushes so as 
to go around and get to the lakeside. 
They failed to see Hal in the meanwhile. 

But he had not a thought of them or of 
his danger; he reached the spot where 


Rita Velasquez had fallen and he was just 
in time to catch the body as it rose. 

Whether the girl were dead or not Hal 
had no means of knowing; certainly she 
was unconscious at any rate. Hal gazed 
at her white face in dismay. 

He dragged the body in toward the foot 
of the cliff, where he could catch hold of 
the bushes and rest. 

It was there that he was when the 
three guerillas (for he had only wounded 
the one) came into view again from the 
thicket. Hal caught sight of them at the 
same instant that they espied him. 

Hal gave a start of horror, realizing the 
helplessness of his position. The three 
men yelled in triumph. 

After their mutual recognition the end 
of the whole matter came in one second 
more. The Spaniard Hal had wounded 
raised his revolver and fired a shot. When 
he saw the effect of it he gave a howl of 
delight. 

Hal Maynard had sunk beneath - the 
surface of the water. The girl disap¬ 
peared, too. And though for five minutes 
the three men stood anxiously watching, 
not a sign more of them was seen. 

“I guess that Yankee is settled, M mut¬ 
tered the three. 

CHAPTER IX. 

A DESPERATE STRUGGLE. 

# 

As a matter of fact, Hal Maynard was 
not dead. He had not even been touched 
by the bullet. He had merely exchanged 
the perils of the open lake for ones which 
seemed perhaps a little less terrible. 

He was going to try the underground 
passage once more! 

He had gathered his breath and seized 
the unconscious Miss Velasquez by the 
hair. And then he had sunk and began a 
swim. 

If he had found it difficult to make the 
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trip by himself he found it a thousand 
times more so now that he had to drag 
the girl with him. It was the most fright¬ 
ful experience of Hal’s life; and we shall 
pass over it quickly. 

He had no difficulty in finding the 
passage; but the struggle to reach the air 
within almost cost him his life. 

He dragged the girl with him until he 
was choked almost to unconsciousness, 
and scarcely able to move. Then he rose 
— but not to the surface. 

Judge of his unutterable horror. His 
head struck the rock above! He opened 
his mouth to breathe, and he found only 
the choking water. 

Hal was almost paralyzed; he was so 
dazed that he scarcely knew where he 
was. In another half minute he would 
have been unconscious forever. But he 
released his hold of the girl’s body and 
made one last despairing effort. He 
kicked once or twice more, his head 
scraping on the rock above. And just as 
he had all but fainted he shot up into the 
air. 

Hal was so exhausted that for fully a 
minute he could only lie still and gasp. 
But his consciousness came back to him, 
and with it a terrible conviction. 

He had to dive under there once more! 

Yes, he had left that girl to die; and 
Hal felt that he had better have died 
himself. 

He might have had a terrible tempta¬ 
tion to fight with if he had had taken 
time enough to think. But there had 
been but one idea in Hal’s mind—to save 
that girl. And that idea swaved him now. 

He knew that he had not far to go. He 
gathered his breath as best he could, and 
though still blazed, dived under once 
more. 

He had to take but three strokes to 
reach her, but those three almost ex¬ 
hausted him. He turned to struggle back 


once more, and again came that frightful, 
agonizing struggle. 

If any experience of Hal’s lifetime 
were worse than that first effort it was 
this second one. When Hal finally 
reached the air again he was utterly 
helpless. 

Fortunately the rocky wall was rough, 
and he could cling to it. How long lie 
stayed there he had not the least idea, for 
he was hardly conscious at first. 

But all the time he had the reviving 
thought that he was safe, and the girl, 
too. The guerillas thought them dead, 
and so there was no more danger. 

The only thing to worry about now 
was poor Juan, who, for all Hal knew, 
was still lying a prisoner in the cave. 

It was only the thought of Juan th^t 
finally induced Hal to move at all. He 
could have clung where he was for hours. 

During all this time the girl had been 
lying unconscious in Hal’s arms. He 
feared that she was dead, for all his 
efforts to revive her at first proved in vain. 

But the agony of having to give up 
that hope was spared the brave lieuten¬ 
ant. Perhaps half an hour after he had 
gotten her into the cave she opened her 
eyes and groaned feebly. 

Hal’s relief was inexpressible. He felt 
then that at least all his labor had not 
been in vain. 

It was some time before the poor girl 
was able to speak. It appeared that she 
had not been badly injured by her fall, 
merely stunned. She could scarcejy be¬ 
lieve her ears when she understood how 
she had been saved. 

There were one or two things Hal was 
anxious to know—first and foremost 
about Juan. The last the girl had seen of 
him, she said, was lying on the floor of 
the cave, tied hand and foot. 

U I feared those fiends would kill him,” 
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Hal muttered. “But tell me, how did 
you escape from them?” 

“There weren’t but half a dozen of 
them left,” said the girl. “And three of 
them went down into the well after you 
shot the first one. The other three were 
the ones that chased me.” 

“But where were the rest of them?” 
cried Hal, not a little puzzled. 

“You have forgotten the poison?” 

Hal had indeed forgotten that, and he 
gave a start of horror. 

“You don’t mean it killed all of 
them!” 

“No,” said the girl, calmly. “Not all. 
But it made the rest so frightfully ill that 
I guess they are dead now.” 

. She went on to describe to Hal a scene 
so horrible that it made his blood run cold. 
Fully a dozen of the guerillas had drunk 
of the bucket of water, and the last she 
had seen of them they were rolling about 
the cave in agony, shrieking and cursing. 

The rest had been endeavoring to find 
Hal when Rita Velasquez had resolved 
upon a dash for liberty, the result of 
which we have seen. She had supposed 
herself safe, but the guerillas had tracked 
her through the thicket. 

It was a stirring tale indeed; and it 
nerved Hal to action once more. He 
knew that the search for him must have 
been abandoned. Accordingly he might 
make his way back to the well, and as 
the guerillas were now so few and so 
^demoralized, there would be an excellent 
chance of rescuing poor Juan from their 
l/clutches. \ 

He feared that he would have a hard 
1 time helping his companion back against 
the current of the stream. But it had to 
be done if they ever expected to get out. 

It did not prove such a very difficult 
<f \task when it came to be tried, however. 
For they drew themselves along by 


grasping the rough sides of the rocky 
wall. 

Had the current been all they had to 
contend against they would have had no 
very unpleasant time. But as it actually 
turned out, a more* gruesome trip than 
this one proved it would not have been 
possible to conceive. 

. It must be remembered that they were 
in absolute blackness; they could not see 
any more than if they had been blind¬ 
folded. And suddenly Rita Velasquez, 
putting out her hand, touched something 
that caused her to shrink back with a 
scream of horror. 

“What in the world is it?” Hal cried. 

“It’s—it’s—oh, merciful Heavens, it’s 
a dead man!” 

Hal found upon investigation that it 
was indeed a corpse, drifting down with 
the current. 

“It’s one of those I killed,” he said. 
“Come on.” r 

On they went. Not ten yards farther 
did they get, however, before Hal was 
startled by placing his hand squarely 
upon what seemed a human face. 

A moment later a second dead body 
brushed past them. 

The girl was trembling so that she 
could scarcely move; and her escort, 
while he knew there was no cause of 
fear, could not but feel uncomfortable in 
the midst of such ghastly surroundings. 

“But I only killed two,” he said. “So 
that is the end of it. ” 

With that assurance they went on for 
a minute more. And then, to their con¬ 
sternation, they met with a third of those 
gruesome inhabitants of the cavern. 

They’ tried not to think what that 
might mean. They rushed on as fast as 
they could. But again before a minute 
passed came another drifting body, and 
not ten feet behind it a fifth. 

There was only one possible explana- 
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tion of that condition of affairs. The 
guerillas had thrown those who had died 
into the water. 

“A strange thing for them to do,” Hal 
muttered. -.“But that’s .the only explana¬ 
tion. Come on.” 

The poor girl was growing more ner¬ 
vous every moment. But the terrors she 
had so far undergone in the passage were 
nothing compared to what was before 
her. / 

They had just succeeded in getting 
past a particularly swift part of the cur¬ 
rent and had halted to rest. Hal put out 
his hand and found that he touched an¬ 
other body. 

It was a coat sleeve he chanced to feel; 
an instant later every drop of blood in his 
body seemed to congeal. He felt a cold 
hand grip him convulsively by the wrist! 

And the next instant came a horrible 
groan, ending in a choking gurgle! 

CHAPTER X. 

WHAT JUAN HID. 

The two were simply paralyzed by 
that. Hal had heard of drowning men 
who drag others down with them, and he 
strove with all his might to loosen the 
grip of this man. 

But he could not. In the struggle he 
found himself gliding down the stream 
away from the terrified girl. 

Hal grew desperate as he found all his 
strength unavailing. He whipped out his 
sword, and aimed a slashing cut at the 
arm that gripped him. 

That saved him; the drowning man, 
with another horrible gurgling noise 

What a Pitiful Death, That of the 


drifted on down stream, and Hal turned 
and struggled back to Rita Velasquez’s 
side. 

Hal felt that a few more incidents like 
that would unnerve him completely. But 
he had need to brace his nerves. 

For to put it briefly, no less than nine 
successive bodies were passed in the 
course of that swim. The latter ones were 
all alive, writhing and struggling and 
filling the slimy black passage with the 
most terrible sounds that ever issued from 
human throats. 

One of the last of these ghastly voy¬ 
agers fastened his grip upon the girl. She 
fainted dead away from fright. 

The struggling man almost drowned 
her. Hal was compelled to use his sword 
again, and this time to hack away un¬ 
mercifully before he could cut the man 
loose. 

It was fortunate that they were then 
near the well, otherwise they must cer¬ 
tainly have given up in despair. 

Hal could tell when they neared it by 
the faint glimmer of light. He struggled 
on until he was almost out under the 
opening again. There he stopped to rest 
and map out a plan of action. 

He could make out in the gloom that 
the fatal bucket was down; so he knew 
that in any case it would be possible for 
him to climb up. 

But he concluded not to try it at once; 
and it was well that he did not. He had 
not been there a minute, and had barely 
succeeded in calming his terrified com¬ 
panion, when suddenly right in front of 
them fell a heavy body with a shriek and 
then a splash. 
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That was perhaps the most terrible ex¬ 
perience of all. It was another of the 
dying Spaniards. He kicked and writhed 
and struggled in a most frightful way. 

But the two saw him this time, and 
kept out of his way as he drifted past. 
Down the long black passage he glided, 
his groans and struggles growing weaker 
every moment. 

That Hal was amazed by that extraor¬ 
dinary state of affairs there is no need to 
say. That the Spaniards should fling 
their sick companions into the well was 
an almost incredible piece of barbarism. 

And yet there was no other supposi¬ 
tion possible. At any rate none occurred 
to Hal. 

The horrible thought flashed over him 
that perhaps one of those he had passed 
in the darkness was his comrade. If the 
guerillas served one another that way, 
would they be apt to have much mercy 
upon an enemy? 

The mere thought that perhaps it was 
Juan whom he had been slashing with 
his swoid made Hal shudder all over. 
But there was no way for him to tell. 

He could only wait and hope and 
dread. He did that for at least half an 
hour, growing more impatient every mo¬ 
ment. 

Yet he knew that to climb that rope 
would be to take terrible risks. No more 
bodies were flung in, but still it was quite 
certain that some one was in the cave. 
And climbing the rope would be a noisy 
operation. 

Probably Hal would have remained 
where he was for a much longer time if it 
had not been for an unexpected incident. 


He was suddenly startled to hear the 
stillness up above broken by a shot. 

.He muttered an exclamation of aston¬ 
ishment. Listening, he heard two more 
shots in quick succession, besides shouts 
and cries. t 

Hal wasted not a moment in hesitation. 
The noise meant that some kind of a fight 
was going on. And it takes two to make 
a fight; some friends must be near! 

From the bottom of the well he could 
not tell very much of what was going on, 
but it sounded to him as if some one were 
attacking the cave. It might be Ameri¬ 
cans, or it might be General Velasquez 
and his men come to the rescue of his 
daughter. 

In either case Hal was not the man to 
lie quiet. He must help even the Spanish 
in a case like this. 

And though he had no weapon except 
his sword, he swam to the rope and be¬ 
gan boldly to climb. If there was a fight 
no one would notice his ascent; and 
when he got to the top he could tell what 
to do. 

The first firing was followed by a dead 
silence. During it Hal was climbing for 
his very life, dragging himself up the 
slimy rope foot by foot. 

That he gazed upward anxiously there 
is no denying. For all he knew, at any 
moment a pistol shot might send him 
down that gruesome passageway of the 
dead. 

But that accident did not happen. On 
the contrary, Hal reached the edge of the 
well unnoticed.. 

He raised himself up cautiously; he 
darted a swift glance about him. 
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He held his breath at that critical mo- 

/ 

ment. His whole being seemed waiting 
in intense suspense. For so much*de¬ 
pended upon what he saw—not only his 
own fate, but Juan’s and Miss Velasquez’s. 

It may be said at once that he did not 
see what he expected to see. In fact, he 
saw nothing at all. 

He stared about the place. It seemed 
absolutely deserted. There was not a man 
in sight, either dead or alive. 

The lieutenant was not a little puzzled 
by that strange state of affairs. The shots 
had certainly been fired within the cave; 
but who had fired them? And where was 
Juan? 

Hal remained clinging to the edge 
listening. He could see the entrance from 
where he was. And before half a minute 
had passed he saw a figure dart across it. 

Who it was Hal was not quick enough 
to notice. But some one else was quicker. 
There was a shot at the instant the figure 
appeared. It was a true shot, too, for the 
man gave a cry. 

But what was startling about that shot 
to the American was that it was fired 
almost beside him. It took him so com¬ 
pletely by surprise that he almost fell 
backward into the well. 

He stared in consternation. And then 
for the first time he made out a figure 
lying on the floor of the cave. 

The person, whoever he was, was al¬ 
most hidden in the shadow; and he had 
built himself a barricade of boxes, from 
behind which he was firing. 

Evidently he was the sole defender of 
the cavern. A sudden wild thought 
flashed over Hal. 


He leaned forward, staring, straining 
his eyes to see. A moment later he leaped 
out of the well with a wild cry of de¬ 
light. 

“Juan! Juan! Is it you?” 

And the dark figure bounded to his 
feet and flung himself into the other’s 
arms. 

Yes! Juan Ramirez was the captor of 
the guerillas’ cave! 

CHAPTER XL 

CAPTURED BY THE ENEMY. 

There was one thing to be attended to 
first of all. Poor Rita Velasquez was 
waiting in an agony of suspense below. 

Hal called to her with the result that a 
few moments later she was clinging to 
the bucket and being rapidly lifted out of 
her unpleasant position. Hal escorted lfer 
to a protected corner of the cave, and 
then he was ready to join Juan in what¬ 
ever work might be necessary. 

The moment the first shock of surprise 
had passed Juan had calmly resumed his 
position behind the barricade. What was 
to be done there was evident enough. 
And so Hal picked up two revolvers from 
the many which lay in a pile near his 
friend, and then flung himself down be¬ 
side him to watch. 

“Now,” he whispered, “tell me all 
about this. ” 

“There’s nothing much to tell,” Juan 
answered, “and we mustn’t do much 
talking, for I’m looking for another rush 
from those devils outside.” 

“How many are there?” 

“There were only about six, and I’ve 


“Goodby, Faraday,” Said the Dying Hero. “I Never Flinched.” 


STARRY FLAG. 


29 


killed two. But I think some others must 
have just arrived from somewhere, for I 
saw about a dozen of them.” 

Hal got his revolvers ready and laughed 
grimly. Hidden in the darkness as they 
were, the two had very little to fear from 
numbers. 

“I’ll do my share.” Hal said. 

There was a silence of perhaps a min¬ 
ute or two. Then as nothing happened 
the conversation was resumed; for the 
lieutenant was anxious to hear his com¬ 
rade’s story. 

It was soon told. 

Most of the guerillas had been ill; the 
rest were either hunting for Hal or pur¬ 
suing Miss Velasquez; in the meantime 
Juan, as he said, had freed his hands by 
tearing the rope on the rough wall. 

He had taken possession of the cave, 
Idiot those who were in the well, and 
flung the wliole^crowd into the water. 

“Merciful Heavens!” exclaimed Hal, 
just there. “If you had only known the 
fright you were giving us!” 

“I thought you were killed,” was 
Juan’s response. “And besides you aren’t 
a baby, to be afraid of dead men. Look 
there! did you see that fellow run by the 
door?” * 

“He can’t do any harm out there,” 
said Hal. “And we’ll hold the fort, I 
guess. ” 

“I’ve fixed it so they can’t take us 
alive,” said Juan, grimly. “Look!” 

He pointed to the storqs of ammuni¬ 
tion. 

“There are some big shells there,” he 
said. “And I put a fuse in one. We can 
It Is Easy to Say Die Like a Man. 


blow up the cave if we get the worst of 
the fight.” r 

* 

“We won’t-” Hal began. 

# 

But he went no further. As if seeming 
to know that the two had finished their 
mutual explanations and were ready fo r 
business, the guerillas began their attack. 

The struggle, which was destined to 
be a wild one, began without a second’s 
warning; and it was all over in a very 
few minutes indeed. 

The Spaniards, shouting with rage and 
eagerness, made a simultaneous rush at 
the entrance. The very instant that they 
came in sight the two defenders opened fire 
together. 

They were dead shots both of them, 
and they made every bullet tell. A fairer 
target could not have been asked. 

But the guerillas were desperate with 
rage, and they had prepared for a hot 
resistance. 

They poured into the cave, yelling and 
firing in the direction of the barricade. 

It was but a second or two before the 
cave seemed full of them. Ancvthen in¬ 
deed the position of Hal and Juan was a 
desperate one. 

They were under a perfect fusilade of 
bullets. But not once did they flinch ; for 
they were ready to die if necessary, and 
only wished to make their death costly. 

The only thing that saved them from 
being struck at the very first was the fact 
that they were lying still, their eyes ac¬ 
customed to the darkness, while their 
enemies had come in from the light and 
could not see clearly. 

But they could see where the flashes 
What Were Clif’s Thoughts Then? 
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from the revolvers came from. And to¬ 
ward that spot they dashed in a body. 

It was a desperate charge, and a des¬ 
perate struggle followed it. The cave 
was filled with smoke, and the din of the 
firing and the shouts was incessant. One 
would have thought that a whole regi¬ 
ment was engaged. 

The end of the struggle could have 
been but one thing—the complete over¬ 
whelming of the two gallant defenders. 
But it seemed as if the fates themselves 
intervened to save them. 

At the very moment that the guerillas 
were nearest to victory, and were charg¬ 
ing the fiercest, they suddenly stopped 
and listened, and then turned to run. For 
above all the noise had run a wild chorus 
of cheers, and a voice shouting in 
Spanish: 

“In, boys, and at ’em!” 

The sound turned the tide of battle in 
one instant. The terrified guerillas scat¬ 
tered this way and that before the charge 
of a company of Spanish infantry. Above 
all the confusion Hal heard the cry: 

‘‘Father!” 

And he knew that it was General 
Velasquez who had arrived. 

He knew, too, that he and Juan were 
prisoners like the rest. He had only a 
second or two to think, for the battle was 
over in that time. 

Hal realized that all these stores of 
ammunition were falling into the hands 
of the enemy. 

The brave young officers’ action was 
prompt as the occasion demanded. He 
leaped to his feet and back into the rear 
of the cave. 

What a Strange Conveyance, and 


A moment more and he gave a cry that 
scattered confusion about the place. 

“Ruft! The powder is on fire !” 

And so it was; for he himself had lit 
the fuse! 

There was a rush for the entrance. The 
last man had hardly gotten outside before 
there was a roar and a crash that was 
simply deafening. A great puff of smoke 
and dust came from the door of the 
cavern, and the whole cliffside seemed to 
heave and shake. 

And when the shock passed the gueril¬ 
las’ cave was no longer in existence. It 
was buried, and they with it, in a heap 
of debris. Hal and Juan were the only 
prisoners captured. 

AbcTut sunset on the day during which 
the above incidents took place the out¬ 
post pickets of General Lawton’s division^ 
were hailed by a party of Spanish officers 
under a flag of truce. They were admitted 
to the camp, and they escorted in with 
them the two young officers whose ad¬ 
ventures we have been following. 

It was General Lawton himself who 
received the flag and the message, which 
was to this effect: 

“That General Bernabi Velasquez de¬ 
sires to send two American officers back 
to their camp under a guard of honor, 
with congratulations to their commander 
upon possessing the services of the two 
bravest gentlemen he had ever known.” 

And with that the dignified Spaniards 
took their leave. They left the general 
staring in no little amazement at the two. 

Hal was of course compelled to tell the 
story, which he did as modestly as he 
What a Desperate Ride for Ciif. 
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could. The general shook hands with 
them, almost with tears in his eyes. 

And then he stepped to a chest in his 
tent. 

“The reward comes most opportune¬ 
ly.,” he said. “Here is a telegram from 
Washington.” 

r He put it into Hai’s hand, and Hal 
read it, his eyes wide dpen with amaze¬ 
ment. 

“Lieutenant Maynard,” it read, “has 
been appointed upon General Merritt’s 
staff, and will report at San Francisco 
immediately. ” 

x 

And Hal staggered hack against the 
Ltent pole and fairly gasped for breath. 

“General Merritt! And going to the 
Philippines!” 


“Yes,” said the general. “General 
Merritt has heard of your bravery and 
asked for your services. You may start 
on the Porter winch is going to leave for 
Key'West to-night.” 

And Hal and Juan when they were 
once out of that tent rushed into each 
other’s arms and fairly yelled for joy. 

“Going to the Philippines!” 

[the END.[ 

The next issue of Starry Flag will 
contain “The Hero of Manila; or, Hal 
Maynard Under a -New Commander,” by 
Douglas Wells. Look out for No. 18 
which will be issued December ist. 
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SOLD! ^ 

UNDER A 

POSITIVE GUARANTEE 

to wash as clean as can he done on the washboard and 
with much more ease. This applies to lerrlfTs Perfeet 
Washing Machine which will be sent on trial at wholesale 
price: if not satisfactory money refunded. Agent* 
Yf an ted. For exclusive territory .terms and prices write 
PORTLAND MFG. CO, Box 111 Portland, Mleh. 



Tip Top Quarterly. 


The earlier issues of Tip Top Weekly are now on sale in the 
orm of Quarterlies, each including 13 consecutive issues of this 
favorite weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated illustra¬ 
tions, and an elegant cover in colors. The price is 50 Cents per 
volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to and 
address in the United States. 


- - NOW READY. - - 


Ho. 3, 
No. 4, 
No. 5, 
No. 6, 
No. 7. 
Nos. 1 and 2 


" Nos. 27 to 39 of Tin Top Weekly. 

“ Nos. 40 to 52 of Tip Top Weekly. 

“ Nos. 53 to 65 of Tip 'Top Weekly. 

“ Nos. 66 to 7-8 of Tip Top Weekly. 

“ Nos. 79 to 91 ot Tip Top Weekly, 

out of print. 


If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 


STREET & SMITH, 81 Fulton St., N, Y. 


BOOKS 


FOREVERYBODY 

TEN CENTS EACH. 


The following list of books will be found usefhl, entertaining, and 
full of instructive information for all. They are handsomely 
hound in attractive covers, printed on good quality paner, illus¬ 
trated, and are marvels of excellence. These books have never 
before been olTered at such a low figure. The price, 10 cents each 
ncludes postage. 

USEFUL ANl) INSTRUCTIVE INFORMATION. 

Album Writer’s Assistant. Roys’ Own Rook of Roats 

Short Hand for Everybody. The Rook of Knowledge. 

How to Ho Rusiness. Everyday Cook Rook. 

Amateur’s Manual of Photography. The Taxidermist Manual. 
Mills’ Universal Letter-Writer. Rood Housekeeping. 

The Hunter and Angler. The International Cricket Guide. 

The Complete Angler. Amateur and Professional Oarsman’s 
Riding and Oriving. Manual. 

Poe’s Foot-Hall. Complete Training Guide for Amateur 

Campbell’s Lawn Tennis. Dunn’s Fencing Instructor. 

The Complete Checker Player. Capt. Webb’s Swimming 

Rackirammon and Ragatelle. Instructor. 

Out Door Sports. Aquatic Guide; or, Yachting and 

The Young Gymnast. Sailing. 

FORTUNE-TELLING. 

Napoleon’s Rook of Fate. Cupid’s Dream Rook 

Zola’s Dream Book. 

* TRICKS. 

Herrman’s Rlack Art. Heller’s Hand Rook of Magic. 

The Way to Do Magic. Herrman’s Tricks with Cards. 

RECITATIONS AND READINGS. 


Red, White and Blue Quarterly. 

* - 

The earlier issues of Bed, White and Blue are now ou sale in the 
form ot Quarterlies, each including 13 consecutive issues of tins 
favorite weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated illustra¬ 
tions, ana an elegant covqr in colors. The price Is 50 Cents per 
volume for which sum. they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address in the United States. 


- - NOW READY. - - 

x V 

No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of Red, White and Blue. 

No. 2, “ Nos. 14 to 26 of Red, White and Blue. 

No. 3, “ *Nos 27 to 39 of Red, White and Bine. 

No. 4, 4 * Nos. 40 to 52 of Red, White and Blue. 

If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies,‘remit direct to 
he publishers, * 

STREET & SMITH, 81 Fulton St., N. Y. * 


HOW TO DO BUSINESS. 

This book is a guide to success in life, embracing Prlncipl- s of 
Business, Choice of Pursuit, Buying and Selling, Ceueral Ma age 
meat, Mechanical Trades, Manufacturing, Bookkeeping, Ciuses 
olSucoessand Failure, Business Maxims and Forms, etc. U also 
contains an appendix of complete business forms and a dictionary 
of commercial terms. No young man should be without this 
valuable book. It gives complete Information about trades. „ 

P rofessions and occnpatoin in which any young man is interested. 
Tice ten cents. Address 

S TREET * SMITH, 25 Rose street, New York 
(Manual Library Department.) 


Diamond Dick, Jr., Quarterly. 

The earlier issues of Diamond Dick, Jr. are now on sale in 
the form of Quarterlies, each including 13 consecutive issues of this 
favorite weekly, together witli the 13 original illuminated illustra¬ 
tions, and an elegant cover in colors. The price is 50 Cents per 
volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address in the United States. 


- - NOW READY. - - 

No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of Diamond D‘ck, Jr. 

No. 2, “ Nos. 14 to 26 of Diamond Dick, Jr. 

No. 3, “ Nos. 2* to 39 of Diamond Dick, Jr. 

No. 4, “ Nos. 40 to 52 of Diamond DicL, Jr, 

If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 

{STREET & SMITH 81 Fulton St.. N. Y. 


AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. 

Many people imugine that a photographer’s camera is a ditllcull 
machine to handle, and that the work is dirty and disagreeable. Alt 
this is a mistake. Photography is a clean, light, and pleasant ac¬ 
complishment, within the reach of all. 'Hie camera will prove a 
friend, reporter, and helper. With a very inexpensive camera any 
boy or girl can now learn not only t<> take good pictures, but pictures 
that there is everywhere a demand for at remunerative prices. A 
complete guide to tills fascinating art. entitled Amateur Manual 
ok Photooraiwy will be sent on receipt of ten cents. 

S TREET & SMITH, 25 Rose street. New York. 
Manual Library Department). 


Nick Carter Quarterly. 


The Peerless Reciter. Select Recitations and Readings* 

The Young Elocutionist. The Standard Reciter. 

These books will be sent prepaid upon receiptof 1 0 cents rnch, 
When ordering, please be particular to send the full title of the 
books desired, also your full name and address. The books are 19 
cents each, postage free. Address 

STREET & KMITH, 25 R«se St*,New York 

(Manual Library Department.) 


OUT-DOOR SPORTS. 


Complete instructions for playing many of the mor; popular out 
of-door games is found in this hook. The games are illustrated 
and very easily mastered. Price i«mi coins. Address 

STREET & SMITH, 25 Rose street. New York, 
Manual Library Department). 


The earlier issues of Nick Carter Weekly, are now on sale in the 
form of Quarterlies, each including 13 consecutive issues of this 
favorite weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated illustra¬ 
tions. and an elegant cover in colors. The price is 50 Cents per 
volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to and 
address in the United States. 

- - NOW READY.* - - 

No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of Nick Carter Weekly. 

No. 2, “ Nos. 14 io 26 of Nick Carter Weekly. 

No. 3, “ Nos. 27 to 39 of Nick Carter Weekly. 

No. 4, “ Nos. 40 to 52 of Nick Carter Weekly. 

No. 5. “ Nos. 53 to 65 of Nick Carter Weekly. 

If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 

STREET & SMITH, 81 Eulton St., N. Y. 
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‘Naval Stories by a Naval Officer.” 

TRUE BLUE 

The Best Naval Library Published 

This weekly is devoted to the stirring adventures of Our 
Boys in Blue. The famous naval author, Ensign Clarke 
Fitch U. 8. N., has been engaged exclusively to write for 
this Library. 

No. - 

5— A Traitor on the Flagship; or, Clif Faraday’s 

Strange Clue. 

6 — A Mysterious Prize; or, Clif Faraday’s 

Thrilling Chase. 

7— In the Enemy’s Hands; or, Clif Faraday’s 

Eventful Cruise. 

8 — Out of Morro Castle; or, Clil Faraday’s 

Escape. 

9— Clif Faraday’s Test; or, The Mystery of the 

Unexploded Shell. 

10 — The allot That Won; or, Clif Faraday’s Steady 

Aim. 

11 — In the Face of Death; or, Clif Faraday’s | 

Gallantry. 

12— Clif Faraday Under Arrest; or, Court-Mar- j 

tialled lor Patriotism. 

13 — Clif Faraday at ^ardenas, or, Hot Shot 

here It Did Most Good. 

14 — Caught In A Trap; or, Clif Faraday’s Terri¬ 

ble Set-Back. 

15 — Saved By The Enemy; or, Clif Faraday’s 

Desperate Peril. 

16— Clif Faraday’s Hostage; or, To. the Aid of 

a Friend 

17 -Down With His Ship; or, Clif Faraday’s 
Double Capture. 

For sale hy all newsdealers, or will he sent on receipt 
of pi ice, 5 cents each , hy the publishers, Street & 
Smith, 8/ Fulton Street, New York. 


Tip Top Weekly 

An Ideal Publication for the 
American Youth. 

Tales of School, Fun, College, Travel and 
Adventure. The heroes are Americans. 
The stories are written by the best American 
authors of boys’ stories. The illustrations 
are designed by a noted artist and printed in 
colors with new and expensive machinerv 
procured expressly for our famous 1 line of 
publications. 32 pages, illuminated cover— 
5 cents. 

Titles of the latest stories: 

No. 

123—Frank Merriweb’s Hard Luck; or, A SliS 
on ihe Ladder ^ 

122—Frank Merriwell, Engineer; or, The Turn) 
. of Fonune. 

121—Frank Memvyell’s First Run; or, The Chance* 
of His Life 

120—Frank Merriwell’s Opportunity; or, The 
Ghost of Black Gorge. 

119—Frank Merriwell. Fireman; or, The First 
Step Upward. 

1 IS—Frank Merriwell, Engine Wiper; or, At the 
Foot of the Ladder 

117—Frank Merriwell’s Misf rtune; or, The Start 
on a, New Career. 

116—Frank Merriwell’s Masquerade; or, The 
Belle of Hurricane Island. 

115-Frank Merriwell’ Fist; or, Bound to Know 
the Truth. 

For sale hy all newsdealers, or will he sent on receipt 
of price, 5 cents each, hy the publishers, Street &■ 
Smith, 8/ Fulton Street, New York. 


Nick Carter Weekly 

The Latest and Best Series of Stories 
of Detective Work. 


Diamond Dick, Jr. 

The Boys’ Best Weekly. 


This series of stories will tell how Nick 
Carter, the most famous detective in the 
world, trains and educates intelligent and 
worthy young men in the requirements of 
the profession. Every youth that wishes to 
become a detective or takes any interest in 
the methods of the profession, will be eager 
to read these stories. 32 pages, illuminated 
cover—5 cents. 

The latest titles are: 

No. 

85—Nick Carter in Charge; or, A Murder in 
Broad Daylight 

84—The Skeleton Hand; or, The Dumb Shad- 
owers of Nick * arter’s Detective School. 
83—Trustv No 333; or, The Face on the Prison 
Cell Wall. 

82 —Roxy’s Mid Air Rescue; or, A Diamond Mine 
in a Mumrnv’s Head. 

81—The Silver-Plated Man; or, The Young Tramp 
l letective. 

80—On the Back of a Turtle; or, Bob Ferret 
and the “big Mitt” Man. 

79 —Buff’s Slide for Life; or, The Mnn Who 
Planted Money. 

78—The Living Target; or, Jack Burton’s Friehd 
for Life. 

For sale bv all newsdealers, or will be sent on receipt 
of price, 5 cents each, hy the publishers, Street & 
Smith, 81 Fulton Street, New York . 


Stories of the most fascinating western 
romance, in which this hero is the leading 
character, can only be found in this weekly 
library. The Diamond Dick stories have a 
snap and go to them that has made theifc 
very popular with the youth of our land. 32 
pages, illuminated cover—5 cents. 

The latest titles.are: 

No. 

96—Diamond Dick, Jr., Traps a Trapper; or, A 
Tenderfoot’s Tale of tlie Right Man. 

95 -Diamond Dick, Jr.’s Chalk Mark; or, Tough 
Nut Jack s Disappearance. 

94 —Diamond Dick, Jr. Saves Ihe Twins; or, A 
Verdict That Did Not Go. 

! 93—Diamond Dick, Jr’s Dynamite Blast; or, A 
Hole in tte Wall at Buzzard Pass. 

92_Diam ml Dick. Jr.’s Front Seat; or, First 
| . Come First Served. * 

91—Diamond Dick, Jr.’s Matchless Mate; or, 
Two ol a Kind Against a Full House. 

90 — Diamond Dick, Jr’s Puzzling Purchase; or, 

A Bundle ol Rugs Well Lined. 

89 — Diamond Dick, Jr’s Roll Call; or, A Piece 
Not in the Programme. 

88 —Diamond Dick, Jr.’s Orders; or, Handsome f 
Harry in an Up-to-Date Hold-Up. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent on receipt 
of price, 5 cents each , hy the publishers , Street 6* 
Smith , 81 Fulton Street , New York. 













